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words and prints 


SHIRLEY JONES 
Croydon Printmakers 1975 


Sonnet 


Could you, with firm conviction, maintain 
No sight is lovelier than a full-blown rose, 
When a bud, upon the self-same stalk 
Contends, in innocence, to refute that claim? 


Would you compare the tree that blooms in May 
With one that, in October, turns to gold, 

Or one that snow has metamorphosised 

To lighten the heart one bleak December day? 


If you would seek a sovereign of perfection 
To justify such vain comparisons, 

Attempt to hold a mirror up to nature, 
And analyse her subjects in reflection. 


Such judgement would impair your reason, 
And sour the pleasure of each fruit in season. 
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Where’d you get that hat from, Shirl? 
Never you mind, girl. 

Get it from Treorchy Co-op? 

No, from a Cardiff shop. 

Ooh, there’s posh! 


Cactus-Stapelia Vareigata 


Spreading, densely clustered, with its stems four inches high, 
Stapelia Vareigata is a plant that craves for notice. 

But since its pollination’s perpetrated by a fly 

Its flowers, though quite inviting, I’m afraid have halitosis. 
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A skeleton leaf— 

As fragile, beautiful and dead 
As a pinned butterfly. 

Or like some faded flower 
Pressed between the pages 

Of one’s memory. 


Reproach to The Red-Staining Inocybe, a highly poisonous fungus 
that blushes red when touched : 


Rakish in your ruffles—underneath even frillier ! 
Merry as a bonnet in an Easter parade. 

Coyly blush at the touch of one too familiar— 
How many have you tempted, and falsely betrayed? 
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Busy old fool, ever reviling the young for the faults the young 
have always had; who sees the passage of time as a palpable 
decline from the good times of his own youth—the details of 
which he recalls with startling clarity, yet can never remember 
where he put his spectacles, or the purpose of his errand, or 
whether his latest library book is one he has read already. 
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Shadows 
Pat’s face, a mask face, 
Stupidly vacant, alertly watchful. 
A child’s face, touchingly hopeful, 
Pleading to be pleasantly surprised. 
Eyes, brows frozen permanently 
Into innocent, empty surprise. 
Folds of flesh softly, flaccidly 
Concealing. 
A mouth warm and generous 
That has trembled enough, 
Is firm now, is checked now. 
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Dilys Williams had a yellow rose-bush in her back yard, and 
every June it blossomed triumphantly above their lavatory wall, 
and the tin bath hanging on it. Sometimes, she would let me pick 
a bunch to take home, and I would put them in a jam jar and 
make an altar for them of our drab window-sill. I coveted those 
roses, and every year, Dilys was my friend for a month. 


Amongst the dead in Flanders’ fields 
in spite of War’s intrusion, 

Poppies grew in all that mess 
in blood-red profusion. 

And the generations left behind 
chose the poppy as a token, 

A symbol of hope that lives 
—a promise unspoken. 

And November the eleventh of every year 
was the day that was chosen 

To preserve, for two minutes, everywhere, 
a silence unbroken. 

And to ease the national conscience, a fine 
fiction was engendered 

That at dawn and dusk of every day, 
those dead would be remembered. 
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‘Opuntia microdasys rufida’ 


Who are you, like a prickly Poo, 

With soft, round shape, and honeyed hair? 
The Poo I know is a cuddly bear, 

Unlike you. 


There’s nice to see you, Mrs Keester, 
Haven't seen you since Jast Easter ! 
And your hat’s the same as last year, 
Only mended with a plaster. 

Now I know it doesn’t matter, 

But I see you're getting fatter ! 

How’s your unmarried daughter, May? 
Heard she’s in the family way! 

And what about your youngest brother, 
Who ran off with someone’s mother ! 
Does your husband still carry on 

With that barmaid down in Ton? 

Oh, I thought you knew about it— 

I know some people love to gossip! 
Shall we go on in to church now? 

I do like to get a front row. 


Renegade Welsh daffodil 


H6g da fwyallt, merch! 


Spring 

Rise 

Tulip 

Spring tulip 
Spring rise 

Rise spring tulip 
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